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THE FARMER. 


ACT TI. SCENE I. 


A rural Proſpect, with a View of a Gentleman's Seat at g 
Diftance. 


Enter Fairly in a Paſſion, and Col. Dormont. 


Fairly. OUR Maſter's a Raſcal ! —unknown to mg 
marrying my Daughter, then leaving her 
behind him at Canada, and here ſtepping into all the 
Vices of London, a /ingle gentleman forſooth ! Deny his 
Marriage —but III itrip him of his new got Wealth, 
Col. Dor. Huſh! that's likely to happen without 
your help: You know that old Humoriſt his Uncle, 
Col, Dormont, wiſhing to avoid the Buſtle and 
Etiquette of Rank, as a Trick gave my Maſter here 
the Enjoy ment of his Fortune, of which hearing he 
makes fo ill a Uſe, he has abſolutely advertis'd in the 
News Papers to find if he han't ſome other Relation 
living to transfer 1t to. 

Fair. Thenhe has another Relation herebouts too, 
and to find him is what brought me now into Keat, 

Col, Der. What's his Name 

Fair. I won't tell. 

Col. Dor. Me you may! I'm Captain Valentine's 
Steward to be ſure; but I was plac'd here by his 
Uncle merely as a Guard over him ; and harkee, Mr. 
Fairly, you know the Colonel from being ſo much 
abroad haſn't ſeen him ſiuce the height of a Pen Caſe 3 
I told him tho* of his deferting your Daughter, all 
his profligate Exploits! He's fo much incens'd that 
here's a Letter in his own Hand commanding my 
Maſter to reſign every Shilling's Worth belonging to 
him, without beat of Drum this very Evening march 
out of his Houſe yonder, and for the firſt Tume ap- 
pear before him on the Parade, St. James's Park, 
tomorrow Morning. A 3 Fair, 
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THE FARMER, 

Fair. (with Joy). Then be's ruin'd ! ha \ha! goo 
Captain Valentine! Isn'tchat he (rotting ov?) cajoling 
ſome fimple Country Gul? And his Wife—my poor 
©hild Louiſa! Oh! bow I ſhould like to break bis 
Bones; but no Sword or Piſtol Work for me; no, III 
find thehoneſt Farmer that's to ſuperſede bim 3 I'll 
teach u Captain to wrong a Lawyer; I'll Fu. 

Enter Valentine and Betty Blackberry, 
Arx. Valentine. 
Village Maid, if thou will be mine, 
In Gold and Pearls arra d, all my Wenith is thine. 
For Gold is Droſs to me, evV'n Nature's Beauties ſade, 
If not enjoy'd by thee, my Charniing Village Maid“ 
Had I your Shepherd'ts Care, Your Lambs te feed and foll, 
The Dog Star's heat I dbear, and Winter's piercing old 
Or fuch my Lot u d be, at Harrow, Flail or Spade, 
Well pleas'd I d toil for thee, my cherming Village Maid! 
This morn at goſly Dawn I had @ hedge Roſe avild, [ Child, 
Its Sweets perfum'd the Lawn, 'Twas fportive Nature's 
To grace my gay Parterre, tranſlated from the Glade, 
Sweet Emblem of my Fair, my charming Iii ge Maid! 
Enter Farmer Blackberry (with a Milking Pail. ) 

Farm. Where is this Daughter of nune ? Ah ! bey! 

Betty. I vow, your Honor, all theſe five Things 
mou d make me vaſtly con eited. 

Farm. Ah! ha! be won't have much Trouble to 


do that. (Aae. 
Fal. My adorable Angel; 


Farm. I've beard ſay Fairies are good at it, but 


mow Illfee an Angel milk m Cow. 


Betty. La! Father, tak of : vt a Gentleman! 
Farm. Yes, andTI'l keep my let fon a Gentle- 
men. [to Be'ty, Gives ber the Pail, ond puts ber off. ] 
Fal. Stop Farmer! Yes, I“ propose daren't 


refuſe his Land lord, (afide.) I ſhall deal with you 
fair and open: your Daughter Betty pleaſes me; 
name any Settlement, or by Gad I li fign a Carte 
Blanche. You know the World, and 1 dare fay 


underſtand me, 
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THE FARMER. 5 
Farm, Why, yes, Sir, I think I do underſtand you, 
Fal. Im inclin'd to be your Friend—I've Com- 

pany waiting at home, ſo your anſwer will oblige. 

Farm. Pray, Sir, did you ever feel the Weight of 
an Engliſh Cudgel ? 

Val. A what ! (Swrprized). 

Farm. Only a T'wig of Oak like this, laid on 
with an old tough Arm, pretty ſtrong from Labour, 
and a Heart ſtung by an honeſt Reſentment. 

"ol, Why, Fellow! I fancy you forget who you're 
talking to. 

Farm. Sir, you may yet be a Parent, then you'll be 
capable of a Father's Feelings, at the cruel Offer to 
make him a Party in the Proſtitution of his Child, 


Alg. Farmer. 


Ere around the huge Oak that o'erſbadows you Mall, 
The fond Ivy bad dar d to entavine; 

Ere the Church att a Ruin that nods on that Hill, 
Or a Rook built her Neſt in that Pine. 


Could I trace back the Time, a mneh earlier Date, 
Since my Fore-fathers toil'd in this Field; 

And the Farm I noxv hold on your Honer's Eflate, 
I: the ſame that my Grandjather till d. 


He dying bequeath'd to his Son à good Name. 
Which unſullied deſcended io me; 
For my Child I've prefſery'd it, uublemiſb d with Shame, 
And it till from a Spot ſhall be free. [ Exit, 
Enter Col. Dormont, 


Fa. Cudgel! areptile ſting! a weed dare to raiſe its 
inſolent head, and wag defiance in my face. 

Col. Dor. My good Sir, hear your poor Steward: In. 
ſtead of 111-will to the Farmer, as an Engliſh Gentlemas 
you ſhould cheriſh the Farmers ſpirit of anEnglithTeomas 

Val. 1 hadn'nt a thought Clowns had any Feeling, 

Col. Dor. Clown !—he's a Man and a Parent. For 
the atiront you offered, your Honor would'ut at all 
Cutter by making him = Apology. 


IT” 
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Fal. Apology | Dem'd impertiment this | (Ad-? 


Total, will you take it? 


Col. Der. That I will, Sir, (guict) and as an Atone- 
meat, I ſuppoſe preſent him trom you an Acquittance 
for his Rent, as this is Quarter's Day. 

Fal. A pretty Propoſal! but, ha! ha! ha! I'll 
ft my buß Steward. (aſide) Come, I'll write a few 
Lanes of Apology, youdraw out a Receipt, I'll encloſe 
it, and you ſhall take it to him immediately.-His 


Daughter, my bonny Betty. Total, can you blame me? 


Ars. Valentine. 
No more I'll court the Town: bred Fair, 
Who ſhines im artificial Beauty; 
Her native Charms, without compare, 
Claim all my Love, Reſpect and Duc. 
O my bonny, bonny bet, ſweet bloſſom, 
Was I a King, fo proud towear tec, 
From off the verdant Couch I'd bear thee, 
Tograce thy Lover's boſom. 
Yet aſt me where thoſe beauties lie, 
I caxnot ſay is Smile or Dimple, 
In blooming Cheek, or radiant Eye, 
Nr happy Nature, wwild and ſimple. O my, &c, 
Let dainty Beaux for Ladies pine, 
And figh in Numbers trite and common ; 
Ze Gods one darling Wiſh be mins, 
And all I aft is lovely Woman! O my bonny Cc. 
Come, deareſt Girl, the roſy bowl, 
Like thy bright Eye, with Pleaſure dancing; 
My Heaven art thou, ſo take my Soul 
With Rapture every Senſe entrancing. 
O my baum, bonny Bet, &c. { Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Farmer Blackerry s Howe. 
Enter the Farmer and Betty. 
Farm. There, ſtay within Doos ſince you can't 
walk out without having Gentlemen after you. 
Betty. Lai Father, the Gentlemen are ſo tempting, 
hat bal ha Farm. 


we 
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Farm. Odſbobs! I command you not to let him | 
ſpeak to you. 

Betty. If a Gentlemen's going to ſprak, wou dag 
it be very rude in me to ſtop his Mouth. 

Farm. Then always get out of his Way. 

Betty. That I certainly all, if he's on Horſeback, 

Farm. Zounds! Huſly! cou'dn't you turn and 
walk from him ? 

Bety. So ] did, and heturn'd and walk'd from me 
but both walking on all round the Field, till we came 
to the oppoſite Swe, there we met Face to Face you 
know, and then; ha! ha! ha! oh precious! 

| Alx Betty. 

To hear a ſweet Goldfinch's Sonnet, 

This Morning I put on my bonnet, 

But ſcarce in the Meadow, pies on t, 

When the Captain appears in my view, 

T felt an odd Sort of Senſation, 

My Heart beat an odd Palpitation, 
T bluſh" d like a Pink or Carnation, 

When, ſays be, y Dear, how do you do?" 
The Dewil ſure, ſays I, bere has pop him, 
T thought to flip by but I top d him, 

So my very beſt curt ſy I dropt him; 
With ar Air then he bobs off bis Hat, 
He ſeem'd with my Perſon enchanted, 
He ſqueez'd my Hand, how my Heart panted, 
He aſt d for a Kiſs, aud I granted, 
And pray now what Harm was in that ® 
Says I, Sir, for what do you take me ? 
He ſaid a fine Lady be d make me, 
No, dem him, be d never forſake me, 
And then on his Knee be flap d down. 
His Handkerchief ſmelt ſo feweetly, 
His white Teeth he ſhew'd ſo completely, 
He manag'd the Matter ſo neatly, 
I ncer can be kiſs d by a Clown, 


Farm. Ecod, if Neighbour Stubble's Step-ſons 
Jemmy, was come home from London, he ſhou'd take 
you off my Hands this very Evening. Enter 
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[ Enter Farmer Stubble, joy/ul. 


F. Stub. Betty; your Sweetheart Jemmy's without, 
Farm. B. What Jemmy Jumps ecod, now I'm happy. 
Betty. Pray has London made him like a Centleman 
Farm Stub, Was'nt it for that, merely to pleaſe 
"you, that 1 ſent him there? { Femmy /ings without. 
Farm B. Ecod, here he comes, gay as a Lark, fine 
a a Butterfly, ſtoutas a Cock, and merry as a Cricket. 
Betty. Ay, here comes the London Beau! 

Enter jemmy, dreſi d in the Extracvance of Foſhion, 
Jen. Gemmen I'm your ! Mem I'm your moſt» 
{fruts andflouriſbes). Dad, (apart to Stubble ) hope vou 
Udnt tell you bad me Prentice to a Stay-maker in 
London. | 

Betty. Lud! he looks quite Rakith, ( admiring ), 
Jemmy. My Dear, I kiſs your Hand, 

Farm. B. Ecod, if you go no nigher, your Dear 
muſt ſtretch a long Arm. 

- Betty, Why that was only a Compliment, what 
they ſay in London. 

Farm. B. Oh, then, in London ſaying and doing 
are two Things. 

Farm S. But, Jemmy, here's NeighbourBlackberry, 
Jemmy. Eh! ha! (coking at Farmer B. through a 


flat Eye Glaſs), 
Farm. B. Oh! ho! (takes out a large Key and looks 
at Jem.) 


Betty. Oh, Jemmy, you can tell us all the new 

Faſhions in Town |! 

Farm. B. Ah, what price is Corn at London market ? 

Jemmy, Corn! 

Farm. B. Ah! how are Oats ? 

Jem. Aſk my Ponies, Oats ! think Im from Bear- 

quay; I'm a Gentlemen of-—ha ! ha ha —Canile 
Betty. Indeed, Father, you aſk ſuch uncouth Que 

tions. Pray, Jemmy, what makes you a Gentleman ? 
Jem. My Share in a Pharaoh Bank; my Boots to 

fling over the Benches in the Play-houſes; a Glaſs to 

ſquint at a Face not ſix Inches from my own Noſe ; my 


Nag 


ee, H&S A OO» we 


From High Park to the Parade, Cockmacary les: 


THE FARMER. 
Nag to kick up a Duſt in Rotten row ij ſhort Wailtcoat, © 
long Breeches, two Watches, twenty inch Cane, 
Umbrella, Hat, Chin, Beau-daſh, and Shoe Strings. 
All, Ha! ha! ba! 
Am. Jemmy. : 
Look, dear Ma am I n quite theThing.Natibas bey tipity be, 
In my Shoe I wear a String. Plaidy my Tartan bo! 
Cards and Dice I've monſirous Luck, 
Tho" no Drake yet keep a Duck. | 
70 not]Nimrod, yet I'm a Buck. Lantherum ſwaſh kickee, 
I've a Purſe well flocked with-—Braſs, 
Chinkily hee, chinkily bo ; 
Ive good Eyes, yet cock my Glaſs, 
Stare about, ſquintum bo ; 
In two Boots I boldly walk, 
Piſtol, Sword, I never baulk, 
Meet my Man and bravely talk, Peppilur, pop, coupeer 
Sometimes I mount a ſmart Cockade, 
Puppydum hey, ftruttledom ho, 


As I paſs a Centry Box, 
Soldiers reft their bright Firelocks, 

Each about his Muſquet knocks, Rattledum flap to me. 

In the Mall Miſs gives ber Card, 
Caſbady me, kiſſady ſhe, 
Set before the Palace Tard, Leggerum, louuge @ row ; 
Prettieft Things I ſoftly ſay, 
When I'm aſt d our Chairs to pay, 

Yes, ſays I, and walk away. Pennybus, Farthing hos 
Bett. Oh, Lord! he's quite rakiſh ! (enrraptured. 3 © 
Farm. Stub. Then, Jemmy, I warrant on your going 

to London you ſoon got ½ Stairs into Gentlemen's 

Company. 

Farm. B. Ay, and I warrant you he ſoon got dows 

Stars out of Gentlemen's Company, he ! ha! ha 

(making a Motion with bis 
Jemmy. Zounds, Sir, I belog'd to a Coterin, 
Bett. La! what's'a Coterin ? 
Jerry, Mata, ina Club, a Thing we eftablidh's 
— 
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ted up a Honſe in Stile -- ſelect - to be by ourſelves 
>» forthe Purpoſe of Play. 

. Farm. B. ON then there was a Gang of you ? 

3 Semmy. Gang! What do ye call ? Party? 
Amen of Faſhion---deep play---Fgad the Rouleaus 
flew about little Shuttle-coks. 

Beit. And what's a Rouleau ? 

Jem. A Parcel of--Shillings--neatlyrolled up like--a 
+ Farm. Ay, like apennyworth of Tobacco, I ſuppoſe! 
Jemmy. Tobacco! gad, Sir, you ſuppoſe the 
—what—ch ? 

Farm. Stub. And, Jemmy. who was of your 
Jem. Party?I and Sir Bruin Bickery, Marquis Del- 
_ Pini. Colonel Pimlico, and my Lord Picardy—hem ! 
| . Ha! ha! ha! [flouriſhes.) 

Jem. (Apart to Farm. B.) Muſt bounce a few 
Betty's ſo upiſh—likely wou'dn't have me elſe. 

Farm. B. Right. (to Jem.) Neighbour we'll have 
Betty and Jemmy married this very Night --then ſhe'll 
be out of the Way of this wicked Devil of a Landlord, 
.) (Pipes and Tabors without.) True, we have won 
our Cricket Match to Day, the Lads and Laſſes are all 
an ſuch high Glee, ſo your Wedding ſhall add to the 

Joy of the Day, ha! ba! ha! [Exeunt all but Jemmy, 
ab ig detained by Molly Malu. 
- Molly. Jemmy, you ſhan't marry Betty Blackberry, 
2 you know afore you went up the London, you was 
* Book - ſworn to me. 
Tem. I'wenta Clown, and I'm come home a Gemm an, 
I m ſure all the Difference I ſee is, that go- 
ing you had brown Hair, a fat Face, and an honeſt 
Heart ; and you've come home with a white Head, 
lank Cheeks, and an ill-natur'd Soul. 
Jem. As to Head and Face—and Head—1'm juſt 
the—the Tippy ; and asto Soul that 1s with us, Gents. 
like our Honor, a Thing we know nothing about only 
toben by; as pon my Soul, Sir. — pon my Ho- 
ver, Mem,” —juft as your Country Folks, Odſbodi- 
. Gadzookens” and by the living jingo.” 
| Holt, For ſauin my Father can't leave ane quite 


but 


- {THE FARMER: "2 


0 well a Betty, we han't ſo much Corn in our Granary, 
but I've ten tune as much Love in my Heart, Jemmy 


Alx. Mollly. 
My Daddy, O, was very good, 
To make me fine he ſpar d no Pelf, 
And ſcraped up money all he cou d, 
He d give.it to my bonny Self. 
My handſome Gap from Dover came, 
Some thought from France ſo gay to ſet, 
Thy" figh'd for by each Maid and Dame ; 
*Twwas not my Cap was dear to Me. 
Blythe Johnny, O, upon his Mare, 
Adown the Dell his Horn ran ſweet, 
To me preſented Puſs, the Hare, 
That o er the wild Thyme run ſo fleet. 
Then Ned a Noſegay for my breaſt, 
He brought no Flow'r more feveet then be; 
And warbling Will a Linnet's Neſs. 
No Flow'rs or Birds were dear 10 me. 
So, ſoftly, O, to vonder Grove, 
The Moon jo kind the while did blank, 
ole to meet my own true Love, 
Yet on falſe Lowe I fell to think, 
The ruſtling Leaves encreaſe my Fears, 
A Footſtep falls who can it be; 
Oh joy, my Jemmy now appears, 
And be alone was dear to me. 
Jem. Piping for me, Molly, is — I'm not come-ate 
able (Swaggers.) 
Moll. But your Promiſc— 
Jem. Keep a Promiſe ! What do you take me for? 
Moll. Did I think you ever cou'd forget the Day you 
left our Village ? Don't you remember as you were ſep. 
ping on the Coach Roof, as I ſtood crying, you wit h ona 
| Foot on the little Weel, and tother juſt in the Boot 3 
your right Hand you ftretch'd to the Coachman, and 
your left as I held it in mine, waſhing it with my 
Tears, the Poſtman at that Moment founding his 
Horn; Gee ! up! ſays the Coachman, and I ſoon loft 
ght of wy Jerumy, | Jem, 
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"OT THE FARMER, 
Jem, I proteſt I've ſuch an Abſence that 
Mall. You muſt remember your Promiſe to marry 

me—you can't forget the Horn. 

Jem. Horn !—A damn'd odd Marriage Mem. 
orandum you've hit upon, Molly { Exeunt, 


SCENE III. A Green before Farmer Blackberry * 

Houſe, Muſic, with a Noiſe of Dancing. 

Enter Farmer Blackberry and Jemmy. 

Farm. B. Ah! ha! featly done Jemmy, why 
don't you take a Dance ? 

Jem. Me ſport a Toe among ſuch Clodhoppers ' 
Ab! ha! dance away my Veſtris and vetchellis 

Farm. B. Well, my Boy, you ſhall have Betty 
then; no fear of our *Squire—Hey / what can his 
Steward want! [ Looking out.] 

Enter Col. Dormont. 

Cal. Do. My Maſter is now ſorry, Farmer, for the 
Affront he offered you, and requeſts you'll accept 
here encloſed a Receipt and full Acquittance for your 


Quarter's Rent. 


Jem. Something towards Betty's Portion. (aſide. ) 


Enter Rundy. 

Run. Why, Lord, Farmer, the *Squire's Men are 
got driving your Cattle, and they ſay it's for your Rent. 

Col. Dor. What! 

Farm. B. On Quarter day—this is his Receipt ! 
Col. Dor. Oh! ſome Miſtake of that Scoundrel the 
Bailiff! Enter the BailifF. 

Harding, what do you mean by this Outrage! 

Bail. Tobey Maſter's Orders. 

Ch. Dor. Orders Farmer, open that—or here, 
you young fellow (to Jemmy,) read aloud the Paper 
you'll find there, if your Scholarſhip reaches ſo far. 
(Gives the Letter exulting. ) 

Jem. Scholarſhip! (Concertedly. Opens and read.) 

« For golden Grain hing you Chaff, 
« So Neighbours t the Learer laugh !” 

Ha! ha! ha! ({ooking 4: Co, Dormout ) how d'y like 

way Scholarſhip? (Rea) 1 
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t If this for Quarter's Rent won't paſs, 
„Why then the Reader 16 

Run. (Who had been looking over him, reads) An 
Aha! ha! ha! (okmg at Jemmy.) 

Farm B. Does he make a Jeſt of his Cruelty ? 

Col. Dor. And me the Fool—be aſſured, Farmer, 
his Uncle will do you Juſtice ; the Captain won't be 
long a Landlord. (Walks up enraged.) 

Enter Betty. 

Betz, Oh, Father! 

Farm. B. Jemmy, I muſt borrow this Rent from 
the Portion I thought to pay down with Betty. 

Jem. Borrow! ch! od !—it happens fo unlncky, 
but I now remmber I promiſed Molly Maybuſh, and 
Dinner's ready—to], lol, deral. [Exit ſinging . 

ett. There now, if Jemmy han't gone from me 

Farm. B. And a good riddance of ſuch a ſordid 
Raical; but there's your London Gentleman. 

Enter Fairly, 

Fair. Ay, this ſhow'd be the Houſe, and you the 
Maſter : let's fee my Inſtructions, (feruſes a Paper) 
Blackberry—Mother's name —yes—I hope here my 
Search is at an End, your Name 1s Blackberry, your 
Mother Niece to Edward Timbertop Eſq, 

Bett. Ves, Sir, we have had "Squires in our F amily, 

Farm. B Ay, but I never knew any good on't, 
but to make you conceited. 

Fair. I have Authority to inform you, that by 
this Deſcent you're likely ſoon to be Maſter of thoſe 
very Lands from whence your Cattle were drove by 
your worthleſs Landlord, 

Col. Dor. Eh, what, Mr. Fairly, is this, tho'--(quick 
and joyful) are you really telated to Colonel Dormont ? 

Farm. B. Why I did hear of ſome Relation made 
a huge Fortune in Ameriea by Army Contracts, or 
but I know nought about'n. | 

Fair. To prove your Affinity to the Colonel, and 
hear what he intends, you muſt go to London, 

Beit. To London! (great.) 

Fair. Ay, and appear in Splendour as his adopted 

Heir 
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Heir ; I'll have ſuch a triumphant Revenge on that 
Puppy your Maſter for his Uſage to my poor Louiſa. 

Col. Dor. But, beſt firſt let the Colonel 

Fair, What d'ye talk, he's a Perſon of Property 

& if he diſapproves of what I've done, let my Pocket 
anſwer. (Reſolutely.) 
Col. Dor. Well, ſince you're reſolv d, Fl inſtantly 
deliver to my Maſter the Colonol's Letter;of Diſmiſſicn 
take Charge of every Thing yonder, and if you'll 
undertake to get the Farmer and Family to Town, I 
transfer my Duty, and ſhall be there in Time to have 
Lodgings prepared for their Reception. 

Fair. Good Fellow. 

Farm. B. I live in Town, mongſt Smoak, Noiſe 
and Back-bitings ; no, no, no. 

Fair. Eh! ay, and inſtead of Black berry you mult 
take the Name of Timbertop. 

Col. Dor. But why didn't you acquaint the Colone! 
with your Diſtreſs ? 

Farm. B. Diſtreſs I never knew before to Day! fo by 
Jingo, I ne ver thought of bruſhing up a grand Relation- 
ſhip for fike of a Dinner or ſo, while here I could enjoy 
my homely Meal with the ſweet Sauce of Independance ; 
but come i and take a Bit of Mutwn over a Glaſs of 
my home brew'd—we'll he r this Story, and bef re I 
turn a Gentieman, you ſha!l ſee what a jolly-Fellow 
is an Englim Farmer. i Exeunt farmer and betty. 

Betty, during the above Scene. aiternately liens 
awith Joy and Surprize—fbe remain“. 

Bett. To London-—yes---mitead of Betty Black. 
berry, I all be Mi Eliza Timbertop. 

Enter Jemmy Jumps. 

Jem. (#fide.) Old Blackberry fall'n into this Houſe 
+ --great Fortune! Oh, I muſt tack about. 

Bett. Yes, we ſhall have a Ceach. 

Jem. A Coach! (afide.) 

Bett. Preſcious ! | I ſhall be fo taſty this Summer; 
round my Neck a charming thick Barcelona Hand- 
kerchief, with a beautiful double Gauze one over it, a 
Marſcilla quilted Petticoat ſtout and white as a Coun- 


terpane 
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terpane ; over that a rich Paduaſoy Gown that ſhall , 
ſtand an end; and over that again my choice long 
Sattin Cardinal furr'd with Cat's Skin. 


Jem. (Ajide.) A cool Summer's Dreſs ! poh ! 
[ Femmy faus bim / with bis Hat. 


rs 


Bett. In my Calumanco Shoes, I'll have ſuch a 
thumping Pair of Silver Buckles, and in my Pink 
Hat a Bunch of Cherr ycolor'd Ribbons 

Jem. Ha! (advancing) my Betty. 

Bett. (Looking raund affectediy.) 

Jem. I'm come to wiſh you joy 

Bett. Wiſh Joy ! oh! oh! the Beliman ! 

Jem. Bellman ! my Dear, your ownJemmy Jumps, 

Bett. Jumps! now what is this Perſon talking about. 

Jem. Hem! Mem! may I preſume to beg. 

Bett. Beg! I havn't got no ſmall Change. [Ex. 

Jem. ( After a Pauſe, whiſiles. ) Beg-ſmall Change! 
--Me for a Beggarman ! Yes, I muſt ha--Molly May- 
buſh-- ſhe's a hundred Pound--that, and a little Credit 
at Mancheſter, open a ſmart Shop Ves, get to town, and 
buckle to Buſineſs Eh, here's Molly, how rejoiced ſhe'll 
be at my coming back to her.--Tol, lol, lol! (Sings. 

Enter Molly Maybuſh and Rundy. 

Run. And, Molly ben't you aſhamed to leave 
ſuch a true loving Boy as I be? 

Moll. Yes, I now ſee Jemmy courted me along 
only for the Lucre of Gain? Yonder he is, let's laugh 
at him IL l pretend not to ſee him. 

Alx. Molly. 

Send him to me, let bim dg me, 

Softly breathe each tender Pow : 

Why forſake me, come. and dake me, 
Take me in the Hamour now, 

In my 


pa |  jeer him ; 
—_— — * Tan Rundy 
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Run. To ſee a little Fun, Sir. 

Jen. Fun. 

Moll. Ha ! ha! ha! 

Run. Ha! ha! ha! [ they get each Side of lum. 

Jem. Molly, I left you crying. Methinks I find 
you wond'rous friſky, 

Moll. Yes, Sir, (Curtfies with an arch mock come 
flaiſance.) 

Run. Yes, Sir. (besos in like manner.) 

Jem. Amazing civil ! (Looking on each fide of him.) 

Moll. Rundy, ſure this is a Gentleman! 

Run. Is't, indeed! (Afefs to book at Femmy with 
Amazement.) 

Moll. Oh, yes, for his Soul is only a Thing to 
ſewar by, as, Pon my Sout, Sir! Pos my Honor, 
. Mem ! juſt as us Country Folks might fay “ Otſbodte 

| | tins! Odzookins! and by the living Jingo!” (Mi. | 
1 miching.) Ha! ha! ha! | 
3 Run. Ha! ha! ha! 

Jem. (Firſt locking at them very gravely, tles 
.aughing.) Ha! ha! ha! again, if that's what you're both 
for; ha ha! ha !--Indeed ! Molly, as ſecond Thoughts 
beft, I'll return to my firſt Deſign and have vou. 

Mol- No, Sir; ſure you wou'dn't be ſo good? 
(Arch and Ironical.) 

Jen. Think I'd break my Engagement! Molly, 
3 I claim your Promiſe. 

Moll. I keep a Promiſe ! what d'ye take me for 
Rum. What d've take us for? (Mimicking.) 
Moll. Jemmy, my Father has engaged me te Rnndy 


-4%* 


here, ſo, I am not comeatable.”* (Mimicking.) There 7 
ide, Rundy her Hand) and thus let every Girl a 
ſerve the fortune- hunting Chap that courts the Heart 
N while his Eye is on her Pocket. | hi 
Jem. Have I figured in London for this? The P. 


Tulip of Kenſington Gardens to be © uſted by a Cab- 
bage Stalk Oh, ye God's and Goddelles, 'Tags, Laces 
Whalcbone, Buſks and Bodices. 


. . — — 
| 5 


* p * 
——— __ 


TT mat. 
— 


4 


- Af £ 
* 


* 
— 


- — 
—_ 
* 


1 
* 
— 


* 
_ + 


. 
7 


=. 
= : 
8 1 
4 


*» 


THE FARMER. 
Tato. Jemmy, Molly, Randy. : 
Jemmy. Dear Madam, bow you clack away. 
King George's Engliſh back away : 
Go preſs your Cheeſe, and feed your Geeſe, 
Tuck up your Duds, and pack away. 
Molly. Go bop, pretty Bet along, 
Rundy. And down the Dance lead Bet. along ; 
Molly. But Rundy's Stick, 
Rundy. Your Back ſhall lick, 
Molly. Tous ſaucy Monkey, get along. 
Jerumny. Machere Ami tout autre choſe, 

Tho" Gentleman, of Bully knows, 

Lord, nothing yet, before my bet, 

I'd kick a Shin or pull a Noſe. 

Your love is incompatible. 

Since I am not come atable ; 

For Dance were ripe, 

D'ye hear the pipe & tabor how rattatable, 
Jemmy. Dans votres lits, frbcet Moll adieu, 
Rundy. And if fo be aobat ig that to yon 
Immy. If Cer we meet in London Street 

I'll honour you with How dye do. 
Rundy. A Fig for you and your How d. ye do. 
Molly. That for you, and your How d'ye ds. 
END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


Jemmy. 


Molly. 


ACT. EL. SCEHNS2M 
Louiſa's Lodgings in London. 
Enter Colonel Dormont and Landlady. 
HE Apartments, Ma'am, are for a Family from 
the Country. 

Land, Well, Sir, the Lady here moves to day to 
her own Houſe in Kent; this is ſhe, Sir. r 2 
Pleaſe to ſee the other Rooms. Sir. 

Col. Dor. Ma' am. [Exit Following Lanka? 

Enter Louiſa. 
Alx. 
Wind, ſoftly tell my Lowe you have F 
Say poor Louiſa fie: * Mate ; 


= 
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Foot was the Ocean, and faut was our Mtion, 

He was my Haven, and Abſence my Fate. 
Vet the Lambs firaying, Thro' the Meads plnving. 

| Cropping wild Flow'rs on the Precipice brink ; 
Pers ſurrounding, ſpe ting, boundi/g, 

Nor on fond Phillis the W anion will think, 
Col. Dor. (Without,) Tuey'l! do exceeding well, 

eam; but (enters) 1 muſt apologize to this L d 

"For my Intruſio:, b-tore ſhe had given up her Apart 
” ments. (Bous) 

” Jowſa Sir. (Curtfes,) [4 loud Knocking, 

Gol. Dor. Hey |! they are here! Squire 'Timbe: tap, 
8 his whole Fam ly ! 

d Fair. (Without. ] Ha | Mr. Total's here 

= Louiſa. Heavens ! wy F:ther ! 

Col. Dor. What ! Mr. Favly ! 

FE Tow. Ob! Sir ! ſhut the Door I'm loſt if he ſe-s me. 
| : Col. Der. I preſume Madam, „ou are Mis. Valentine 

"IB Louiſa. Sir, ſince you fn D-ar, Sir, do 't 

| Il darn't fee my Father till acknowl: dged by 

my Huſband, who na 

= - l. Dor. You're juit f m Canada, Nam! And mis 
Fr > uhe amiable Woman be has deterted Don't b. ala m'd 

en, at my difcove: y, I'm yourStewar:, Ma'am. 

ow” Lomja. Perbip's, my Husband's Sir! Oh! bring 
me to him! 

Col. Der. Mam, be's now in disgrace with is 
Uncle; turn d out, Ma am; his Uncle, the C lon: 1, 
, is one of yuur veiy odd fort of Perions ; means well, 
| but always doing ſomething that nobody elle would 
' thank of; and 1 am convinced he we u'un't have you 
j 


ſec your huſband befor e he tries the ſucdeis of a 1ci.cme 
* he has plann d for his Ret rmation 
Enter Lai.dlady. 

Land. Lud, Sir, here's your Country Family come; 
Ma'am, won't you make uſe of my Parlour, 'til y ur 
Chaiſe comes. — J-nny. [ Calls and Exit. 

Col. Dor, Near the I ĩme I appointed my Gentleman 
in the Park, muſt now leave the Blackberrys t Fairly 

ae) Ma'am beſt remain here, if you can keep out of 
. 1 8 2 in the evening 1'll give you con- 


_ » a 
ah... 
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vincing reaſons for poll poning your journey to 


Kenn 
th- ol. M am. has heard of your wrongs, & is de ns 
n ned to puniſh his Nephew; be'!l teach him 1a 8 hoal © * | 
of Poverty the Ule of Riches, Ma am. {bows &@ Exit,” - 

Louiſa. Ah l my Valentine, o forſike, ro deny 
me. I'll not e .creaſe the Colo els difpleaſare by 
ſeeing him; and yet Enter Landlady. 

Land, Where's that old gent emun ? Here's al 
officer below ee h m throngh the window, and deſires 
he'd tollow him into the Park, Exit. 

Louiſa. An offer I it thou'sd be (goes to the Wine 
do w) (Rings.) Enter a Servant... Richard ! that gens 
tleman; the office: —f lo, watch where he goes, and 
intantly bring we word; quick ! Exit. Servant. Cruel 
unclc! to abaadon him: & this unfe ing Stewardy 
adviſe me not.to ſce him; m wat! H:avens! Us 
thought! As Valentine, though uukind you have 
been, you ar- ſtill my huſband. © (Exit. 
SCE NU I1. Sr. James's Park. Enter Col. Dormont. 

Col. Dor. Folly you te t e Park! butwhere, (lots 
ing round.) En Isn't this the young teilow that read 
the curious rect ipt for me ? i 

Enter Jemmy Jumps, with a parcel, 

Jem. Tol] lot! eb ! it is; Mr. Steward, who thought 
to have met you in Lond em ha! bat Well, bow have 
you left Ploughman Blackberry and his family ? 

Col. Dor. True, I thought you was to have had his 
d iughter and her clumſy Fortune! 

Jem. Have me ! he ! he! certainly they were all 
upon the ſcramble for me, as if I was a tit bat far a 
city feaſt, I was ſuch a acattol, lol! hey ! Betty dreſſid 
at me; Jenny kimm'd the cream; Molly robbed the 
hen- rooſt, and Suſan hb kd the rouad little hot loaves 
for my breakialt; Bek ſung at me; Sal hopp'd and 
Pol bobb'd at me; but poor things, it was'nt on the 

cards——cou'd..'t be 

Ariz. Jemmy, 
Gad a mercy, Devil's in me, 
All the Damſeli wiſh to win me z 
Like a Maypole round me cluſter, 
Hanging Garlands fus and flufter. 
Ca 
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e. capering, grinning, ſmirking, 


7 ing, bobbing, wwinking, jerking, 
Cocking bills up, chins up, perking. 

Rates, and betties, Polls and Letties. 

All were doating gentle creatures, on their ſenturer, 

To their aprons all wou'd pin me, gad a mercy, &c. 

Did one, in the country I was a gentleman ; in town 


(ul. Dor. A Staym ker 

Jem. Perhaps you cou'd recommend one; but right; 
ha l your maſter ran away from you; got into place! 
l. Dor. Pert Puppy! (Afide.) 

Jer. Never ſaw Squire Valentine; but hear he was 
a fine flaſhy fellow one of us! ha! ha ! (capers & fing) 
I'm about ſetting up in buſineſs ; want only a partner 


TI a ſtaymaker. (Points to à parcel.) 


— with a little ready; Molly's penny would now have 


Wen apropos; raiſing capital is; I'm going now after 
anc who advances money; but, my old Steward you're 
among the monied men, you cou'd put a body in the 
way of raiſing a little caſh;I can give good ſecurity. 
Col. Dor. I'll try it; yonder he comes; it may bring 


u into an embarraſſing diftreſe; and if any thing caa 
-— geclaim him the very ſcheme of neceſſity muſt be the 


means. (Afide.) Why I; I do know a gentleman 


mat does theſe things. 


Jem. (with joy.) Where does he live ? 
"Col. Der. This happens lucky enough; ſce that 


. gentleman coming ftrait from Storey's gate. 


Jem. What! he in the brown coat? 
Col. Dor. No. | 
Dem. Oh! in the ſmart little buckled Wig. 
Cai Dor. Piha! what think ye of that red coat ! 
Jem. That officer | ha, ha, ha a Captain lend Mo- 
ney? a good joke! 
Col. Dor. He's agent to fifteen regiments. 


Fem. Zounds! then he can tend me the King's money 


Col. Dor. There; you ſee with what authority be 
leans againſt the T'r-aſury wall. 
Jem. Like a prop to the treaſury ; a rich fellow, I 


Warrant: if you know him, my dear boy, will you 
$ropole it? 


Cel. 


tl 
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Col. Dor. Well, I'll ſpeak to him. 
Jem. Much obliged=here he 1— 
Cel. Dor. Be you in the way. : 
Jem. Only drop this in Fludyer-ſtreet 2021. will 
do for me; I'll do the handſome thing; houſckeeper's | 
ſecurity; premium to you, & the neateſt pair of dumity 
jumps for your girl, mum, now, ha. ¶ Exit grizmg, 


Enter Valentine, out of Temper. 4 


Fal. When did you get to town? Whoſe houſe ig 
that I ſaw you goſſipping in? | 
Col. Dor. Then he has'nt ſeen his wife. (A.) 
Val. Well, Here have 1 been parading this half» 
hour, and no uncle as his letter appointed. 
Col. Dor. You don't know his p:rſon ; perhaps he 
has been parading too, and ſurveying you. 
Val. I'll wait no longer; I diſcard him; talk of me? 
he's made up of caprice and uncertainty. | 
Col. Dor. Why, faith he is a little queeriſh in his ; 
but no caprice; no, no; curs'd inflexible in what he 
thinks right ; aye, he'll certainly ſettle his fortune on 
this new-found relation; your conduct to your wife z 
affair of Blackberry; and | 
Val. Give me a taſte of life, and now turn me adrift, 
only tor a few faſhionable gallantries! Igotthem to paſs 
dice too, before I left home; hav*nt 1 guinea in my 
pocket; could I 1aiſe a little money juſt for an outf.t. 
Col. D. Coudn't ſome be raiſed on your commiſſion ? 
Val. Eh ; but I don't know thoſe money brokers. 
Enter Jemmy, ſmiles at C. Dormont, then walks up. 
Col. Dor. Sir, d'ye ſee that gentleman ? 
Val. That fellow that nodded to you? 
Col. Dor. Fellow! You've ſeen an advertiſement of 
a perſon that has 20,0001. lying at his banker's ; that's 
he ! X. V. the moſt liberal money-lender in town, 
Val. Why, he gave you a very familiar nod, total ; 
ſee if he'll advance the caſh to me. 


Col. Dor. I'll try ; about two hundred will do? 
Val. Capital! | 
Col. Dor. Sir, (calling Jemmy, then goes over and 
ſpeaks apart to him) He'll do it. 
Jem. My dear friend! does he know the fum 1 
want Security I can 2 and — 
3 


Col. ; 
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as Col. Dor. All: Step to any tavern hard by & I'll 
bring him to you. 
Jem. Eh; the Rummer; the landlady a cuſtomer of 
mine; think hej hav: the money about him ! (joyfi/.) 
Col. Dor. Iin't Drummond's over the way? Have 
you a puiſe or good ſtrong pocket fer the caſh ; when 
you get it? (half aſide.) 

1 Jem. A good pock t, but no purſe. 

1 Col. Dor. Take my glove ; it is ſtout ramſkin—— 
2 the guiueas will lie there ſo ſnug in the fingers. 

Jem. And half guineas drop ſo pat in the little one. 

C. Dor. Vou'll have your caſh tween finger & thumb 
1 Jem. Snug as a pinch o'ſnuff. 
= Col. Dor. (aloud to Valentine.) Sir, the gentleman 
will ſee you at the Rummer. 

Fal. (Bowing to Jemmy) Sir, I ſhall attend you. 
3 Jem. Sir—Oh Sir.—( apart to Col.) A country fa- 
mu juſt come to town, over in Suffolk-Street, mult 

F ſtep juſt and take meaſure of a young lady. 

[Exit bowing to Valentine, and ſmiling to Col.] 

Col. Dor. Oh yes, he will. 

Fal. You're a dev*liſh good Fellow, Total 

Col. Dor. But then he's ſo curs'd fond of good eating 
and drinking: nothing to be done with him without 
30 giving hima dinner, & drinks burgundy I aflure you. 

_ Fal. Zoands | I'll give him a bottle & a bird with all 
* wy ſoul ! yonder's Supple & Capt. Palaver | beard of 
my misfortune ; they ſeem to avoid me.—My friends! 

Col. Dor. Ah | my good Sir, even the civility of the 
world hangs on the ſucceſs of the moment: and let 
your empty pocket now convince you that diſtreſs is 
the touchſtone of friendſhip. Suppoſe to cut a flaſh, I 
aſk em to the dinner you muſt give this gentleman, 
and—ha ! ha! ha! Sir, to carry it on I'll defire Mr. 
X. V. before them, to ſeem as if you was the lender. 

Fal. Ha! ha! ha! well done total! ha! ha! ha! 
1 Hey Counſellor Flummery too ! (looking out) True: 
c I owe him twenty guineas. 

Col. Dor. Well, Sir, you'll be now able to pay him: 
Gad, Sir, he can draw up the neceſſary writings be- 
tween you and the gentleman. I'll aſk him. 

Fal. R ak a good room, and order dinner 
for fax. (Puſhes Col. Dor. off.) This ſupply wall ſet me 
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going—T'll let Uncle fee I can fhine without bis dirty 
acres, but without houſe, chearful home, ability do 
entertain and enjoy the ſocial hour. 
Als. Valentine. 
How brig ht are the joys of the table, 
I mean when the cloth is remox /; 
Our hearts are faſt held ly a cable, 
While round the decanter is ſhow'd ; 
The ladies all riſe to retire, 
We fland up and look ery grave, 
A Bumper, then draw round the fire, 
Determin'd like ſouls to bebawe. 
My jervant, be knows Pm a toper. 
Clean glaſſes, of wine a recruit 
He brings in à fix bottle cooper, 
And places it cloſe to my foot; 
I gingerly take up a bottle, 
1 he ſawo duſt I puff from his coat, 
The cork out, he fings in the throttle, 
But fwweeter than Mara his note. 
What gentleman coffee now chuſes, 
The compliment comes from the fair ; 
No gentleman coffee refuſes, 
But not à man ftirs from his chair; 
Th Frenchmen may do ſo, I bar it, 
With Britiſh politeneſs I think, 
While Monfieur we thank for his claret, 
He newer all teach us to drint. 
Cay Hebe now ſhews in Apollo, 
A ſtruggle *tawixt claret and wit, 
For Bacchus inſiſis he ſhall ſwallow 


Six bumpers before he may fat ; 
Ye Fair, why ſo ill ſbould we treat you, 
Go part ere the bottle is won! 
At ſupper Apollo ſhall meet you. 
And fbew you what Bacchus bas done. 
SCENE III. Apartments in which Louiſa had been ſeen, 
Enter Fairly. 

Fair. What accommodations has old total got for the 
farmer and his famiiy here? [ Enter Rundy in a livery. 
$0 Rundy, you've got from the plough to the coach. 

Run, Ay, Sir, Miſs Bett would make maſter and ſhe 
go all round the town in chairs, I walk d afore, = 
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he! he! Maſter's fo grand, and Miſs Betty's quite 
my Lady ; my Molly is own maid, and I am my own 


Gentleman 


Fair. Tell your Maſter I am here. 

Run. III! why mun in London one can a body 
from the top of the houſe to the bottom, and from 
bottom to top, without opening one's mouth, (Goes to 
fide and rings.) that does it. 

Fair. Ha! ha ſure you don't ring for your maſter ? 

Ran. Why, Sir, he rings for me, and one good 
turn deſerves another : Lord you can't think what a 
bean I intend to be here in London—Oh— 

Air. Rundy. 
A flaxen headed cow-boy, as fimple as may be, 
And next a merry plough-boy, I whiſtled oer the lea, 
But now a ſaucy footman, I firut in worſted lace, 
And ſoon I'll be @ butler, and wag my jolly face; 
When fleward I'm promoted, I'll ſnip a tradeſman's bill, 
My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to fill ; 
When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man I ll be, 
You'll forget the 22 plough boy that vbiſtled oer the lea. 
I'll buy votes at electiont, but when I've made the pe 
TA and Poll for the Parliament, and then vote in myſelf; 
Whatever's good for me, Sir, I never will oppoſe, 
When all my Ayes are ſold off, why then I'll ſell my Noes ; 
Tul bawl, harangue and paragraph, with ſpeeches charm 
the ear 
And when I'm tir d on my legs, I'll then fit down a pecr, 
In court or city honour, ſo great a man I'll be, 
Tou I. forget the little plough boy that . er the lea. 
[ Exit, 
Enter Farmer Blackberry, and Betty, dreſſed. 
Fair. Ahl ha! Zounds who comes here. 
B. Sir, I have the Honor to be monſtros proud to ſee you 
Farm. B. yes Sir, ſhe has the honor to be monſti os. 
Fair. She's Faſhionable 
Farm. B. What with Coal black Hair fullof brown 


Duſt, and Hat all gn one fide, as if ſhe'd got fuddled. 


Betr. Fuddled ! Oh, it's Faſhion ; ay, Sir, and Mrs. 
Fal-lal, the Milliner, ſays I ſhall ſoon ſet the Faſhion; 
ſhe'll be aſked for the Eliza Cap, the Timbertop Bon- 
net, la! we improve fo! Sir, muſtn't 1 learn to dance | 


© — 


{ dances ) and play Muſic on the Harp ? that great 
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| I ong-mon in the Hay-Marketis to ſend meall the 
new Song, and the laſt Opera in Score. ; 

| Farm. B. Score! No, Zounds! you ſhall not run 
in Debt, Daug'ter ! there's Faſhion ! 

Bert. He! he! he! Oh, Mr. Fairly, d'ye hear 
we have been ſhopping ! bought ſuch B-:auties! 

Farm. B. By Gad but I believe I've forgot all your 
Trinkums in the chair that brought me home -<Rundy ! 
Enter Rundy. Ods bobs! Rundy, where's the Chair; 
CRundy reaches a Chair, places it bebind Farmer Black- 
berry, then bows.) Poo! you Blockhaead ! I mean the 
glaſs Cupborard they ſwong us about the ſtreets in, 

Run. Oh, Lord Sir? the Iriſhmen run away with that. 

Bett. How provoking ! 6 

Fair. You know, Rundy, I defired you, whenever A 
you took a Coach, to take the Number, .— 

Run. Oh, I did? here it is your Honour, and in 
nice Braſ:? I cut it off when they went into the 
Ale-Houſe .—— ( fews a Chair Number.) A 

Bett. Oh dear! Enter Landlady. 2 

Land, One from Taviſtock-ſtreet, Miſs. 

Bett. Oh, la! it,s the the Stay-maker Mrs. Fallal 
promiſed to ſend me. Do, ſend him in. 

Land. You may walk up, young Man. [ Exit. 

Enter Jemmy. 

Jemmy. Hem !| Mem ! pleaſe your Ladyſhip, Mrs. 
Fallal, ſent me to take Meaſure of your Ladyſhip for 
your L: dyhip's Stays; I'll fit your Ladyſhip with a 
Waiſt ne at as a topſy-turvy Sugar loaf. 

TJemmy. (preparing bis Meaſure) Now, Ma'am ! 
| (looks and is furprijſed.) | 
| Bett. ( flaring) Jemmy Jumps! What, our London 
Gentleman only a Stay-maker ! 

Jem. 1 proteſt this is the oddeſt! I came to one 
| Miſs Timbertop ( foe pats his Forehead. ) 
| Farm. B A Stay-maker ! oh, you make no ſtay here, 

Jem. Then I'll go — hey me — Mr. Jump's 
Carriage. —lal, lal, lal !— (Exit ging.) 

Beti. La | what an impudent fellow. 

Farm. B. Ay Girl, beware of the Fops, tho' while 
you've youth be merry.— 


Enter 
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— 17 THE FARMER. 
Seer Colonel Dormant. 
"Col. D. Farmer, the Colonel defires me to conduct 

vou to him. He has ſent his coach. 
1 Bert. Coach! Oh, if Jemmy Jumps was but to ſee 
N us now ! 
1 Fair, And pray what is become of his hopeful 
5 Nephew, my good ſon in-lau 

. Farm. B. Ay, Gadzooks | where's the Squire 

Col. D. Now at the Rummer Taveri, aud ſoon in 
the hands of the bailitfs — 

Fair. Now, farmer, you and I'll have a compleat re- 


venge⸗ , 
Farm. B. Well, you ſhall ſee my revenge, I'm ſome- 
what the humour of my countrymen towards the 
French, ready to ſhake hands, but as ready for a blow, 
if they intend one.— 

Alx. Farmer Blackberrv. 
Old England's a Lion, firetch'd out at his eaſe, 
A jailor"s his keeper, his conch the green ſeas ; 
Should a monkey dare to chatter, or a tyger claw, 
1 They tremble at his roar, they trembie at his rear, as be 
1 lifts his paw, 
= IT love a neighbour's friend/bip, but be he turn d foe, 
Prepare to receive him with blow for blow. {[ Exit, 
SCENE IV. A room at the Kummer Tavern, Charing 
Oo, loud laughing without. 
2B Enter Jemmy Jumps, hatter, boot- maker, & 1| waiter. 
1 Jen. Very well, I think my hat and boots will do, fo 
2 ſep down and call for a glaſs, and I'll ſend t he caſh 
down to you preſently. [ Exeunt Hatter & Boot-maker. 
——  —. Oh, the Gentleman defired you'd call me out 
from the company, and he'd ſettle the affair wth me 
4 1. Watt. Yes. 


and Jack, if your miſtreſs ſends me up her ſtays, I'll 
take em home with me now, and alter them to her 
liking. (Exit 1ft waiter) That will ſhew thisgentleman 
1 I'm a man ot bulineſs, then he won't be afraid to lend 
the caſh about him, though 1 ſhould lik he'd ſend me 
over to Drummond's, it's fo pretty to ſee thoſe w__ 
CicT 


Jem. Now, I ſhall pocket the caſh, lal, lal, lal! Oh! 


| 
| 


an 
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clerks ſhovel up the Gold! with a back p ide a 
handful of guincas along the counter, then tip, tip, 
tip | reckon ſo nimble,—(mimicks) With this mone 

| fu ha ſmart ſhop—I ſhall open. | 

Val. (without) Puſh about, lads! the gentleman 
and I'll return to you mit 11 ly. 

Jem Oh! here he is | (with joy and expe tation) 

Enter valentine. 
| Fal. Well, Sir, ant my triends j-ily flows ! 
Jem. V.ry joily, Sir, and we'd a chor & nne din» 
ner! that pig and egr-fance va! Oh, dear! but 
&here'l! be a monſtrous great bill to pay! 

Val. A vulgarf*l.ow this; but touch his caſh, & 
then get rid of him (afide.) Won t you pleale to fit, 8 r? 

Jem. Now, it he isn't as condeſcending as it he 
wasn't worth a guinea (aſide ) 

Val. Tru:, total ſaid, he loves his bottle (aide) Wale 
ter a batch of burgundy in here. 

Jem, More Burgundy ! my ſhot will make a vaſt 
hole in the money I'm to get (afide.) [Valentine and 
Jemmy cringingly complaiſant in the following ſcent.) 

b al. Sir, I eſteem mytelf ſo much obliged. 

Jem. Sir (bows and ſmiles) what genteeln: ſs to me 
that's going to borrow his caſh from him ( afide) Sir, it's 
what 1 never ſhell torget the longeſt day I have to live. 

Val. du, the civileſt money lender I ever met with 
aſide)ſi: 1 flaiter mytell the ſecurity is u exceptionable 

Jem. Security! Sir, I'll have two of the warmeſt 
houle-keepers in Norton- Falgate.— 

Val. Norton Falgate ! Really, Sir, I don't know 
any body in that quarter of the toon 
Jem. Lord, Sir; it's one of the moſt ſubſtantialiſt 
and moſt opuleutiſt places. 

Val. I hav'nt't a doubt, Sir——Hut had hopes of 
givi g you up a Leutecant's comm ſſion 

Jemmy. Give me a commiſſion; eh! he! he! he 

Val. Oh, well, Sir; fince that is not —— if Mr. 

Total joins in a bod 
Jem. Sir, I've no bicction to a bond, if you think 
| that ſutficient ; but aſking Mr. Total to join, is a li- 
berty that—almoſt a ſtrauger to me; though he has 
ſo kindly brought about this buſineſs, I cou d not exe 
Pect lim to jour—Oh, ao! 
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Some time looking at each other with expeftation.) 
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"Pal. My dear Sir, if he dare refuse, Fdtreakbis back 
Je. ack ! his back 1 oh, Lord ! what! force him e 
join ? ob, Sir, by no means. he's almoſt a ſti anger to me. 


Vai. Oh, if you thak it can be done between 


ourſclve-. 
Jem. Sir, (Bonus) how good 1 ( Bows ) the Sum 
I ſippos* you underſtaud·— 
Val. Two hundred Founds ( Bows and ſmiles ) 
Jem. Juatt ( Bows ) 
Val Sr won't yon take a glaſs of wine ? ( fills for 


Jem.) 


Jem. Sir, won't you take another? (Runs and fills 


for Val.) 

Pal. Sir. 

Jem. Sir. (They jingle glaſſes.) 

Fal. Here is X. V. againſt the whole alphabet. 

Jem. A new toaſt amongſt the money lenders. (afide.) 
Sir, here is X. V. in the alphabet. (drinks, 

Val. Sir, now if you pleaſe II call in my friend the 
lawyer, and we'll ſettle the affair at once. 

Jem. Sir—now I ſhall touch—that for Molly May. 
buſh's fort ne. (afide and ſnapping bis fingers.) 

Val. Gad this two hundred will make a man of me. 


- (afide.) Counſellor Flummery, come into court. (Call- 


ing with great gaiety.) 
Emer Counſcllor Flummery. 

Coun. Flum. Well, gentlemen, if you're quite agreed, 

Fal. and Jem. Oh, yes, we're quite agreed. (Counſel. 
lor Flummery takes out a Bond, and begins to read.) 

Fel. Pſha! (fnatching the bond) we both know the 
ſam and terms, ſo here goes to ſign and ſeal, and all's 
ſettled. (gut the bond.) 

Jem. (Signs) I deliver that as my hand and pen. 

Corn. Flum. Your hand and Pen! Oh, my dear, it's 
your a& and deed you mean. Valentine, I've drawn 
out a bill a+ d receipt for that twenty guintas (apart.) 

Fal. My dear fellow, I'll pay you down this mo- 
ment (apart.) - 

Connſ. Flum. Then, now, gentlemen, nothing's to be 
done but down with the cold. (Valentine & Jemmy land 
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